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An Alaskan Love Story
By WILLIAM MACLEOD RAINE

Copyright, William Macleod Raine

" ON THE WAY TO KAMATLAH,

TRAIL AND FEARS HE CANNOT ESCAPE DEATH

ELLIOT WANDERS FROM THE_"

(=

Synopsis.—As a representative

and becomes interested in a fellow
O'Neill, also “going in.”

attacked by mine laborers whom

mensely valuable conl fields, Ellio
|| turning from a visit to “the States,
convinee the guthorities that there
methods. Ellot secures an introdu
boat §s taking on freight the palr
mountain.
Is Impossible for Miss O'Neill to
leaves Sheha and at Imminent perll
meets Muedonald, who had become
Il return end rescue Sheba.

come to vislt,
to Macdonald the object of his comi

foets, send Selfridge to Kamatlnh

on his way to Alaskn to investigate coal claims,

Colby Maedonald, active head of the land-
grabbing syndicute under Investigution, comes abonard.

Intervention of Elliot probably saves his life.
become In a mensure friendly, though the latter does not know that
Elliot is on a misslon which threatens to spoll plans of Mucdonald to
acquire millions of dollurs through the unluwful exploitation of Im-

occupled by Wally Seifridge, Macdonald’s right-hand min,

They verture too high and reach a position from which 1t

Landing at Kusiak, Elliot finds that old }|
friends of his, Mr. and Mrs. Paget, are the people whom Sheba has
Mrs, Paget is Sheba's cousin,

ally antagonistic, now also become rivals for the hand of Sheba.
donald, foreseeing follure of his financial plans if Elliot learns the

will be decelved us to the true situation.

of the government Gordon Elliot is
On the boat he meets
passenger whom he learns Is Sheba

Macdonald is
he huad discharged, and the active
Ellot and Maedonald

t nlso “gets a line" on the position
who Is re-
" where he had gone in an effort to
was nothlng wrong In Macdonald's

ction to Mlss O'Nelll and while the
set out to climb a loecally famons h

1

go forward or turn back. Filliot
of his life goes for assistunce, He
alarmed for their safety, and they

At dinner Elliot reveals
ng to Alaska. The two men, natur-
Muae-

to arrange matters so that Elliot

CHAPTER VI—Centinued.
e

The latter lady,
gloved, shook hands smilin
Seateh-Cunadisgn,  “0Of course we're
intruders In business hours. though

you'll tell us we're not," she suzgested,

|
Purlg-shod and |

gly with the |

“I've just been rending the Transcon-
tinentnl Magazine, A writer there siys
that you are n highway robbér and n
gambler. T know you're a robber be-
canse ol the magazines suy so. But
gre you only a big gamhler?"

e met her raillery without the least
embiarrassment,

“Sure T gamble. Every time 1 take
& chance I'm gambling. So does every-
We've got to take chances

hull}‘ else,
to live."
“How true, and I never thought of
it,” beamed Mrs. Selfridge. “What a
phllosopher you are, Mr, Macdonald.”
The Scotsman went on without pay-
Ing mny attention to her effervescence.
*T've gumbied ever since I was a klid,
I bet I could ecross Death valley and
get out alive. That time I won. 1
bet it would rain down In Arizona

going to live easler beeause of the
gamblers at the dropping-off place.”
She moved with slow grace toward
the door, then over her sghoulder
flushed a sudden invitation st him.
“Mrs. Selfridge and I are doing a little
betting  today, Big Chief Gambler.
We're backing our luck that yon two
men will est luneh with us at the Blue
Bird inn. Do we win?"
Macdonald | reached
promptly. “You win”

for hls hat

CHAPTER Vil
The End of the Passage.

Wally Selfridge was a relinble busi-
ness subordinate, even though he had
slipped up in the matter of the ap-
pointment of Elllot. But when It came
to facing the physical hardships of the
North he was a malingerer, The Ea-
matlsh trip had to be tuken hecnuse
his chief had ordered it, but the lttle
man shirked the journey in his heart
Just as he knew his soft muscles would
shrink from the aches of the trall,

The part of the journey to be made

before my cattle died. I lost. An-
other time I took a contrnct to run a
tunnel. In my bid I bet I wonldn't run
Into rock. My bhank went broke that
trip. When I jolned the Klondike
rush I was backing my luck to stand
up. Same thing when I located the
Kamatlah field. The coal might be a

poor quallty. Maybe I couldn’t fnter- | bEnd aud pack scross country to Ka-
Pep- | matiah.

est big capltal In the proposition,
haps the governme ild turm me
down when I ¢ »up. I was
betting my last i nst blg
odds. When I quit gambiing It will
be becnuse T've qult lvine™

“And I suppose I'm a gambler, too?"
Mrs, Muallory demsnded with a lttle
tiit of her handsome head,

“Of 81l the women 1 know you are
the best gnmbler. It's born In you”

Mrs, Mallory did not often Indulge In
the luxury of a
color now,

This big, blunt wan some-

“Feefty-mile Swamp [Ces a Monster

biush, but she changed |

by wnter was not so bad. Left to his
| own judgment, he would have gone to
| St. Michael's by boat and chartered a
1:-<tr1::I| steamer for the long trip along
‘ the coust throngh Bering sea. But this
would tike time, and Macdonald did
| oot mean to let him wanste a day. He
was to leave the river boat at the big

It would be a rough, beavy
trall. The mesquitoes would be & con-
tinunl torment. The eooking would
be poor, And at the end of the long
trek there awalted him monotonous
months [n n wretched conl eamp far
from all the comforts of civilizution.
No wonder he grumbled,

But though he grumbled at home and
at the club and on the street gbout his
coming exlle, Selfrildge made no com-
plaints to Maedonald. That man of
steel hod no symputhy with the yearn-
Ings for the fleshpots, He was nsed
to driving himself through discom-
| fort to hls end, and he expected as
miuch of his deputies. Wherefore
| Wally took the boat at the time gehed-
uled and waved a dismal farewell to
wife and friends assembled upon the
wharf.

Elliot sald good-by to the Pagets
and Miss O'Nelll ten days later., Diane
was very frank with him.

“I hear you've been sleuthing around,
Goardon, for facts about Colby Maedon-
ald, I don't know what you have heard
about him, but I hope you've got the
sense to see how big a man he is and
how much this country here owes
him."

Gordon nodded agreement. “Yes,
he's a blg man,"

“And he's good,” added Sheba eager-
ly. “He never talks of It, but one
finds ont gplendld things he has done."

The young man smiled, but not at all
supercilionsly, He llked the stanch
fulth of the girl In her friend, even
though hls lovestigations had not led
him to accept goodness as the out-
standing quality of the Scotsman

“T don't know what we would do
without him,” Disne went on. “@lve
him ten years and a free hand and
Alnska will be fit for white people to
live In. These attacks on him by news-

That Bwallows Men Alive”

times had an uncanny divination, “Did
ha' she asked herself, “know what
slnke she was gdambling for at Kuo-
Elak?"

“Yon are too wise,” she lnughed with
# touch of embarrassment very becom-
Ing. “But I suppose you are right. I
lke excliement.”

“*We all do. The only man who
doesn’t gamble is the conviet In stripes,
and the only reason he doesn't Is that
hig chips are all gpone. It's troe that
men on the frontler play for blgger
ftakes. They back thelr bets with all
they bave got and putl their lives on
top for good mensure, Bt kids in the

papers and magazines are an outrage.”

“It's plain thet you are a partisen,”
charged Gordon gayly.

“I'm agalnst locking up Alaska and
throwing away the key, If that Iz what
you mean by a partigan. We need this
country opened up—the farms settled,
the mines worked, the coal flelds de-
veloped, rallroads bullt.”

“The Kusiak chamber of commerce
ought to send you out as a lecturer to
chunge publie opinlon, Diane. You are
one enthusiastic little booster for free-
dom of opportanity,” laughed the
young man.

“Oh, well!™ Dinne joined In his
lnughter, It was one of her good
points that she conld laugh at herself.

eradle vl upe 11w United States are

“1 dure sny I do sound ke a real es-

tate pamphlet, but It's all’
how.” :
Gordon left Kuslak as reluct
Wally Selfridge had done, i
reasons for not wanting 1
quite different. They cen
a dusky-eved young woman Wi
had seen for the first time &
before, He would have denled
himself that he was In love,
ever he wans alone his thou Tre-
verted to Sheba O'Nelll, ;
At the big bend Gordon lef
hoat for his cross-country tr
the roadhouse was an Indis
where he had expected to
for the journey to Kamatlah.
fishing senson had begun, and |
had all gone down river to
in It o
The old Frenchman who kept the
trading-post and roadhous z.- sed
Gordon not to attempt the tramp alone.
“The trail it ees what you eall dan-
gerous. Feefty-Mile Swamp ees a mon-
ster that swallows men . mon-
sieur, You wait one week: 0 week
—t'ree weex, and some one will turn
up to take yon through,” he meged.
“But 1 can't walt. And I have an of-
ficlal map of the trall, Why 4

wanted to know impatiently.

The post-trader shrugged, “N
monsienr—maybe not. Feeft
ees one devil of a trail.
koes are safe in there without |
I, Baptiste, know.” \:

“Selfridge and his parts
through a week ago. I can fo
tracks they left.”

“But if it rains, monsienr, the
will vaneesh, n'est ce pns?  Lb:
wuy, and the little singing fdlk will
swarm in elonds about monsies
he stumbles through the swampy

ElMot hesitated for the betth
of a day, then came to an I8
decision. He had a relinble m
anyhow he had only to fol
tracks left by the Selfridge p

plunged iuto the wilderness, |

There came a night when b
up into the stars of the deep, §i
and knew that he was hung
miles from any other humagt belng.
Never in all his life had he Bee
much alone, He was pot afe
there was something awesome
world so empty of his kind, |

The tracks of the Selfrids

together, E U

Gordon fished. He killed fregh zame
for his needs. Often he cumg on the
tracks of moose and ecaribou.  Bome-
times, startled, they leaped Info view
anite close enough for a shoty but he
used his rifle only to meet his wants.

The way led through valley and
morass, across hills nnd mountains, It
wandered In o sort of haphazard fash-
lon through & sun-bathed universe
wanshed elean of sordidness and mean-
ness,

It was the seventh night out that
Elliot suspected he was off the trall
Raln sluiced down in torrents and next
duy continued to pour from & dun sky.
His own tracks were blotted Gut and
he searched for the trafl in Vﬂ*ﬂ Be-
fore he kuew it he was entaggled in
Fifty-Mile, His map showed Bim the
mornss stretehed for fifty miles to the
gouth, but he knew that It had been
charted hurrledly by a surveying party
which had mnde no extensive explora-
tions. A good deal of this country was
terra incognita. It ran vaguely into a
No Man's Land unknown to the pros-
pector. '.

The golng was heavy,
to pick his way through
swamp, leading the pack-horge
bridle. Sometimes he was al
In water of n greenish slimes
he had to drag the animal ffe
bog to a hummock of grass whieh
a spongy footlng. This would .
another quagmire of peat ‘th
which they must plow with the
sucking at their feet. It wis hard,

wearing toll, There was no to do
but keep moving. The yo man
staggered forward 1l dusk. " Utterly
exhnusted, he camped for t on

a hillock of moss that rose lke an
Is'and in the swamp.

Elllot traveled next day by com-
pass. He hod food for t days
more, but he knew that no livlng man
had the strength to travel forf 8o long
In such a morass, Tt was mid-
day when he lost his horse. e nnl-
mal had bogeed down several times
and Gordon had wasted much fime and
spent a good deal of needed ¢ in
dragging it to firmer fooﬂlm.f- bis time
the pony refused to answer the whip,
Its mnster unloaded pack saddle.
He tried conxing: he tried whip.

“Come, O1d-Timer. One and
you'll make It yet.” he

The pack-horse turned *iim
domh eyes of re h 111} | to
free 1ts Mimbs fror: | ! nk
down helplewsly, its
last yard on the lo

After the sound naf dled
awny, Gordon stru, - v ck
to the pearest humw ) it oles

In 4 gunny-sack i UG OE . |
and packed inte h nas a
saucepan, the beao: the .0 ad
the diminished hay o0 fion to
It went, too, the three slies < Luoan
that were left. '

He holsted "” pick (o Liw back and

|| Perhaps his mind was already begin-

ning to wander, though through it all

{he held steadily to the direction that

(alone could save him.
‘When at last he went down to stay It

ny- | was in an exhaustion so complete that

not even his indomitable will could
Insh him to his feet agnin. For an

/| hour he lay in a stupor, never stirring

even to fight the swarm of mosquitoes
that buzzed about him.

Toward evening he sat up and undid
the pack from his back. The matches,
in & tin box wrapped earefully with
oilskin, were still perfectly dry. Soon
he had a fire going and coffee bolling
in the frying-pan. From the tin cup he
carried strung on his belt he drank
the coffee. It went through him like
strong liquor, He warmed some beans
and fried himself a slice of bacon,
sopping up the grease with a cold bis-
cuit left over from the dany before.

Again he slept for a few hours, He
had wound his watch mechanically and
it showed him four o'clock when he
took up the trail once more, In Seattle
and San Francisco people were still
asleep and darkness wans heavy over

“Come, Old Timer.
You'll Make It Yet.”

One Plunge and

L.the land. Here it had been day for a
long time, ever since the snmmer son,
hidden for a while behind the low, dis-
tant hillg, had come blazing forth again
In a saddle between two peaks.

Gordon had reduced his pack by dls-
carding a blanket, the frying-pan, and
all the elothing he wag not wearlng.
His rifie lay behind him in the swamp.
He had cut to a minlmum of safety
what he was carrying, according to his
Judgment. But before long his Iast
blanket was flung aside. He could not
afford to carry an extra pound, for he
knew he was running a race, the stakes
of which were life and death.

Afternoon found him still staggering
forward. The swamps were now be-
hind him. He had won through at lnst
by the narrowest margin possible, The
ground was rising sharply toward the
mountains, Across the range some-
where lay Kamatiah, But he was all
In. With his food almost gone, a wa-
ter supply uncertain, reserve strength
exhausted, the chances of getting over
the divide to safety were practically
none.

He had come, so far as he conld see,
to the end of the passage.

CHAPTER VIIL
Gid Holt Goes Prospecting.

As soon ns Selfridge reached Kamat-
Iah he beg | arranging the stage
agalost the arrival of the government
ggent, His preparations were elab-
orate and thorough. A young engineer
named Howland had been In charge of
the development work, but Wally re-
arranged his forces so as to let ench
dummy entryman handle the claim en-
tered In his name. One or two men
about whom he was doubtful he dis-
charged and hurrled out of the camp.

The company boarding house became
a restanprant, above which was sus-
pended s newly painted sign with the
legend, “San Francisco Grill, J. Glynn,
Proprietor.” The store also passed
temporarily into the hands of Its mann-
ger. Miners moved from the barracks
that had been bullt by Macdonald Into
hastlly constructed cabins on the In-
dividual clalms, Wally had always
faneled himself as a stage mannger for
amateur theatricals, Now he justified
his faith by transforming Kamatlah
outwardly from a company camp to a
mughroom one settled by wandering
prospectors,

Gideon olt alone was ontside of all
these activities and watched them with
sugplelon. He was an old-timer, sly
but fearless, who hated Colby Macdon-
ald with a bltter jealousy that eould
not be placated and he took no pains
to hide the fact. He had tappened to
be in the viclnlty prospecting when
Macdonald hed rushed his entries.
Partly out of mere perversity and part-
ly by reason of natlve ghrewdness, old
Holt bad silpped in and located one of
the best clalms in the heart of the
group. Nor had he been moved by per-
sunasion, threats, or tentative offers to
buy a relinquishment, He was obstl-

eate. H. knew a good thing when he

s MR ]

had It, and he meant to sit tight.

The adherents of the company might
charge that Holt wus cracked in the
upper story, but none of them denled
he was sharp as a street arab. - He
guessed that all this preparation was
not for nothing. Kamatlah was belng
dressed up to Impress somebody who
would shortly arrive, The first thought
of Holt was that a group of big enpl-
talists might be ¢oming to look over
thelr investment. But he rejected this
surmlse, There would be no need to
try any deception upon them.

Mail from Seattle reached cnmp once
a morth. Holt sat down hefore his
stove to read ¢ne of the newspapers he
had brought from the office. It was
the P-I. On the fifth page was a
little story that gave him his clue,

PLLIOT TO INVESTIGATE
MACDONALD COAL CLAIMS

The reopening of the controversy ns
to the Macdonald claims, which had
been clenr-listed for patent by Harold
B. Winton, the Commissjoner of the
General Land Office, takes on another
phase with the appointment of Gordon
Elliot na gpecial fleld agent to examine
the validity of the holdings. The new
fleld agent won a reputation by his
work In unearthing the Oklahoma
“Gold Brick" land frauds,

Elllot leaves Senttle in the Queen
City Thuraday for the North, where
he will make a thorough Investigation
of the whole sltuation with a view to
clearing up the matter definltely. If
his report is favorable to the claimants
the patents will be granted without
further delay.

This was too good to keep. Helt
pulled on his boots and went out to
twit such of the enemy as he might
meet, It chunced that the first of them
was Selfridge, whom he hand not seen
since hisg arrival, though he knew the
little man was in camp.

“How goes It, Holt? Fine and
dandy, eh?" inquired Wally with the
professional genlality he affected.

The old miner shook his head dole-
fully, “I done bust my lalg, Mr. Sel-
fish,” he groaned. It was one of his
pleasant ways to affect a difficulty of
hearing and a dullness of understund-
ing, so that he could legitimately call
people by distorted versions of their
nnmes. “The old man don't amount to
much nowadays."

“Nothing to that, Gid. You're young-
er than you ever were, juldging by your
looks.”

“Then my looks lie to beat the devll,
Mr. Selfish.”

“My nnme is Selfridge,” explalned
Wally, a trifle Irritated.

Holt put a cupped hand to his ear
anxiously, “Shellfish, did you eay?
Tha' 's right. How come I to forget?
The old man's golng pretty fust, Mr,
Shellfish. No more memory than a
jockrabbit, Say, Mr. Shellfish, what's
the idee of ull this here back-to-the-
people movement, as the old sayin' is?"

“I don't know whit you mean. And
my name lIs Selfridge, I tell you,"
snapped the owner of that nnme,

“'Conrse I aln't got no more sense
than the law allows, I'm a buzzard
haid, but me I kinder got to millin® it
over and In respect to these here local
improvements, as you might say, I'm
doggoned if I sabe the whyfor.”

“Just some buslness changes."

Holt showed his tobacco-stained
teath In a grin splenetic. *“Oh. That's
all. I didn’'t know but what you
might be expecting a visitor."

Selfridge flashed n sharp sldelong
glance at him. *“What do you mean—a
visitor?

“I just got a notion mehbe you might
be looking for one, Mr, Pelfrich, Like
as not youo ain't fixing up for this Gor-
don Elliot a-tall.”

Wally hnd no come-back, unless it
wis one to retort in lronle admliration.
“You're a wonder, Holt, Plcy you don’t
start a detective burean.”

The old man went away cackling,

If Selfridge had held any doubts be-
fore, he discarded them now. Holt
would wreck the whole enterprise;
were he given a chance, It would never
do to let Elllot meet and talk with him.
He knew too much, and he was eager
to tell all he knew,

Maedonnld’'s lientenant got busy at
once with plans to abduect Holt. “We'll
send the old man off on a prospecting
trip with some of the boys,"” explained
Selfridge to Howland., “That way we'll
kill two birds. He's back on his as-
sessment work., The time limit will be
up before he returns and we'll start a
contest for the claim.”

Howland made no comment. He wns
an engineer and not a politician, In
his position it was Impossible for him
not to know that a good deal about
the legal status of the Macdonald
clalms was irregular. But he was
a firm bellever In a wide-open Alnska,
fn the use of the territory by those
who had settled it,

“Better arrange it with Blg Bl
then, but don't tell me anything about
ft. I don't want to know the detalls,"
he told Selfridge.

Big Bill Macy accepted the Job with
a grin. He bad pever liked old Holt,
anyhow. Besides, they were not going
to do him any harm.

Helt was baking a match of sour-
dough bread that evening when there
enme 4 knock at the cabin door, At
sight of Big Bill and his two cowpan-
fons the prospector closed the oven
and straightened with alert susplelon.
He wns not on visiting terms with any
of these men., Why bad they come to
see him?

“We're golng prospecting up Wild
Goose creck, and we want you to go
along, Gid,” explained Macy. “You're
an old sour-dough miner, and we-all
agree we'd like to have you throw in
with us, What say?”

The old miner's answer was direct
but not Aattering. “What do I want to
go on a wild-goose mush with a bunch
of bums for?” he shrilled

Bill Macy scratched his hook mnose
and looked reproachfully at his host.
At least Holt thonght he was looking
at him. One could not be sure, for

Bill's eyes did not exactly track, _

“Let it stay there, then. T ain't
golng, That's fint.” Holt turned to
adjust the damper of his stove. _

“Oh, I don't know. I wouldn't say
that,” drawled Bill insolently.

The man at the stove caught the
change in tone and turned quickly, He
was too Inte. Macy had thrown him-
self forward and the welght of his
body flung Holt against the wall. Be-
fore rhe miner eould recover, the other
two men were upon him. They bore
him to the floor and in spite of his
struggles tied him hoand and foot.

Blg Bill rose and looked down deri-
slvely at his prisoner., “Better ¢
your mind and go with us, Holt, We'll
spend a quiet month up at the head-
quarters of Wild Goose. Bay youll
come along™

“What are you golng to do with
me?" demanded Iolt, :

“I reckon you need a church to fall
on yon before yon can take a hint
Didn't T mention Wild Goose ecreek
three or four times?" $eered his captor.

Holt made no further protest. He
was furlous, but at present quite help-
less, However It went against the
grain, he might as well give In until re-
bellion would do some good.

Ten minutes Inter the party was
moving silently along the trall that
led to the hills. The pack horse went
first, In charge of George Holway. The
prisoner walked next, his hands tied
behind him, Big Bill followed, and
the man he had called Dud brought up
the rear,

Macy had releaseqd the hands of his
prisoner o that he might have a
chanee to fight the mosqgultoes, but he
kept a wary eye upon him and nevor
let him move more than a few fept
from him. The trall grew steeper as It
neared the head of the canyon till ut
last it climbed the left wall and
cmerged from the guich to an uneven
mesa, .

The leader of the party looked at
hiz watch.  “Past midnight. We'll
camp here, George, nnd see If we can't
get rid of the 'skeeters,”

They bullt smudge fires of greem
wond #nd on the lee side of these anp-
other one of dry sticks. Dud made
coffee upon this and cooked bacon.
While George chopped wood for the
fires and boughe of small firs for bad-
dling, Blg Dill sat with a rifle across
hils knees just back of the prisoner.

“Gid’s a shifty old cuss, and I aln’t
taking any chances” he explained
alond to Dud.

Holt was beginning to take the outs
rige philosophically. He slept peace-
fully while they took turns watching
him. Just now there would be ne
chance to escape, but In a few diye
they would become careless, Tha
hablt of feeling that they had him se-
cureély would grow upon them. Then,
rensoned Holt, his opportunity would
come, Ono of the guards would take
f chance. It was not reusonable to

suppose that in the next week or two.

lie would not cateh them napping once
for a short ten seconds,

There was, of course, just the oS-
sibility that they Intended to murder
him, but Holt could not aszoclate Selfs
ridge with anything so lawless. The
man was too soft of filber to carry
through such a program, and as yet
there was need of nothing so drastie.
No, this kidnaping expedition would
not run to murder, He would be set
free in n few weeks, and If he told the
true story of where he had been his
foes would spread the report that he
was insane In his hatred of Macdonnld
and Imagined all sorts of persecutions.

They followed Wild Goose creek all
next day, gefting nlways closer to Ita
headwaters near the divide, On tha
third day they crossed to the other
side of the ridge and descended Into
a little mountain park.

The country was so much a primeval
wilderness that a big bull moose
stalkgd almost upon thelr camp before
discovering the presence of a strunge
biped. Big Bill snatched up a rifle and
took a shot which sent the intruder
scampering,

From somewhere In the distance
came o faint sound,

“What was that?" asked George

“Sounded llke a shot. Mebbe it was
an echo," returned Dud.

“Came too lute for an echo,* Big Bill
said,

Again falntly from some far corner
of the basin the sound drifted. It was
like the pop of a scarcely heard fire
cracker,

The men looked at one ansother and
at their prisoner,

“Think we better break cnmp snd
drift?" asked Dud,

“No. We're in a little draw here—
as good a hiding place as we'd be llke-
Iy to find. Drive the horses into the
brush, George. We'll sit tight.”

Dud had been busy Btamping ount
the campfire while Holway was driv-
lnﬁhtlhz ;mrses into the brush,

ebbe you had better got the camp
things hehind the bt
b m big rocks* Macy

Ev.;:-n ras he spoke thers eame the
erack of & revolver almo
tra(;lce to the draw. T e o

ne of the men swore goft] B
glmlet eyes of the old mlne:lt fistel:lll‘:;
on the spot where In another moment
his hoped-for rescuers would appear,

———

Holt recognizea Elliot and
the two overpowsr the kidnap.
ers and reach Kamatiah. EI.

liot learns truth about coal land
deals.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

uns More So.
“Is the womun I saw you talking
to a fitting associnte for you "
“She couldn’t be more fitting, She's

my dressmaker *
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